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Francois Ccauprc. a peasant babe of
tliroo years, after an amusing Incident In
which Marshal Ney figures, l mado ft
Chovallcr of Franco by the Emperor Na-
poleon, who prophesied that tho boy
might one day bo a marshal of France
under another Bonaparte. At the aire of
ten Francois visits General Baron Qas-par- d

Qourgnud, who with Allxe. his
seven-year-o- ld daughter, lives at the
Chateau. A soldier of tho Empire under
Napoleon ho fires tho boy's Imagination
with stories of his campaigns. The boy
becomes a copyist for the general and
learns of the friendship between tho gen-
eral and Marquis Zappl. who campaigned
with tho general under Napoleon. Mar-
quis Zappl and his son. Tletro. arrlvo at
the Chattnu. The general agrees to care
for tho Marquis' son whllo the former
goes to America. The Marquis asks Fran-col- s

to bo a friend of his son. The boy
solemnly promises. Francois goes to the
Chateau to live. Marquis Zappl dies leav-
ing Pletro as a ward of the general.
Alfxe, Pletro and Francois meet a strange
boy who proves to bo Prince Louis Na-
poleon, Francois saves his life. The gen-
eral discovers Francois loves Allxe. and
extracts n promise from him that he will
not Interfere between tho girl and Pletro.
Francois goo to Italy as secretary to
IMotro. Queen Hortenso plans the escapo
of her son Louis Napoleon by disguising
him and Marquis Zappl as her lackeys.
Winnnl. Inl.., ttnrnlilil y.finm'S dace.
who Is 111, In tho escapo of Hortenso and j

Xiuui. Dressed as iuia- - dtouict --

cols lures tho Austrlans from tho hotel al-

lowing tho prince and his mother to es-

cape. Francois Is a prisoner of tho Aus-
trlans for flvo years. In the castle owned
by Pletro In Italy. He discovers In his
guard ono of Plctro's old family servants,
and through him sonds word to his
friends of his plight. Tho general. Allxe
and Pletro plans Francois" escape. Fran-
cois receives a note from Pletro explain-
ing In dotal! how to escape from His
prison. Allxe awaits him on horseback
and leads him to his friends on board
tho American sailing vessol. tho "Lovely
Lucy." Francois, as a guest of Harry
Hampton, on the "Lovely Lucy." gpes to
America to manage Plotro's .estate In
Virginia. Lucy Hampton falls In Jove
with Francois. Prince Louis Napoleon
tn America becomes the guest of the
Hamptons, where he meets Francois.
Lucy Hampton roveals her love for Fran-col- s

after tho latter savos the llfo of
Harry Hampton and. Is himself Injured
In the effort. Francois tells Lucy of his
love for Allxo. He returns to Franco and
tells Allxo his one wish In life Is that she
love Pletro. Francois Joins the political
plotters. Ills health falls and ho Is forced
to return to America. Later Napoleon
summons him to London to aid him in
his plots to gain the French throne. Lucy
Hampton weds her ,cousln.

CHAPTER XXVIII. Continued.
"Mademoiselle Lucy," ho said. "I

have something to ask of you."
"I will do It," Lucy promised blithe-

ly, not waiting for details.
Francois laughed. "You truBt one,

MademolBolle Lucy that Is plain.
Then his faco became serious. "Do you
remember a talk wo onco had together
when I told you of my old playmate,
AlUot"

Tho bride-to-b- e flushed furiously as
Bho recalled that talk. Then she nod-

ded In a matter-of-fac- t manner. "I
very well," sho said. "It was

when I threw myself at jour head and
you said you didn't want mo."

Francois' shoulders and hands and
eyes went upward together into an
eminently French gesture. "What a
horror!" ho cried. "What an unspeak-
able manner to recollect that talk!
How can you? How can you be so
brutal to mo 7"

Both of them, at that, burst Into
light-hearte- d laughter. Lucy was gravo
suddenly.

"But you have something to ask
mo, Francois. You spoko of your
playmate beautiful Alixo."

"It Is only you whom I could ask to
do this, Madomoieello Lucy. I havo
mover told anyone else about her. Only
you know of" tho words came slow-
ly "of my love for her. Sho does not
know 1L Allxo does not know. And
X may be killed, one sees, In this fight
Tor tho prlnco. Quito easily. And
Allxe will not kuow. I do not liko
that. In fact I cannot bear it. So this
is what I ask of you, dear mademoi-
selle." Ho brought out a letter and
held it to her. "If you hear that I am
Wiled, will you send It to Allxo?"

Lucy took tho letter and turned it
over doubtfully. "I'do not liko this
sort of post-morte- commission, Fran-col- s.

I feel as if I wtro holding your
doath-- arrant."

"But it la not by a bit of writing I

shall meet my finish, mademoiselle. I

promise not to dio one minute sooner
or that letter. It is only that It will

nnake me happy to know you will send
It" "

So Lucy, holding tho letter gingerly,
ingrecd. But as Francois rose to go
sho stood by him a moment and laid
Tier hand on his coat eloevo. "Fran-col- s

I want to tell you something."
"But yes, mademoiselle yes, Lucy."

' "It Is something wrong."
"Yes Lucy."
"I am going to tell Harry I said it"

I "Yes."
"This is It, then" and Francois,

smiling, wsdted and there was deep
Bllonce In tAo big, cool, quiet drawing-roo-

for as long as a minute. "This Is
It, then. I flon't know how I can bo so
unreasonable but I am. I lovo Harry

I am happy. But I am quite Jealous
of Allxe. And I think you are tho most
wonderful person I havo over known

much moro wonderful than Harry.
If there had boon no Allxo; If you had

liked mo can Imagine having
adorod you. ,1 do adore you, Francois.
Now, how 1b all that compatible with
my Joy in marrying Harry? I don't
&how how it' is but it is so. I am a
--wicked sinful person but it is so."

Tho noxt tlmq Lucy Hampton saw
Francois it was when, whito-robo- d and
sweet in her enveloping mist of veil
she went up the chancel steps of tho
itttlo Virginia country church, and
looking 'up mot a smile that was a
benediction from thp man whom sho

" liad'loypdwhp stood close now at tho
Tdpofnqr lover; her husband.

CHAPTER XXIX.
1: ?

X The Prince's Bright Shadow.
Tkciro are old people, living in.Bng-- i

today who remember hearing
their fathers and mothers speak of a
ySu Frenchman of uncommon per--
fcdnnltt'yi constantly seon with Prince
Loula Napoleon daring tho last days

, of hln life In London In tho year 1310.
' Lady Constance Cecil nicknamed this
4 FM8cJmn. "the prince's bright

endow." Twwe , to 1m elpeec'

tlcal princo had a superstition that his
luck went with him in tho person of
tho Chovallor Beaupro.

It was all as It should bo; ho was
entirely happy. Ho had asked three
wishes of tho good fairies, as ho had
said long ago; that tho prlnco should
bo emperor that lip might become "a
marshal of Franco undor another Bona-
parte" that Allxe should lovo him.
Tho first two ho bolloved about to bo
realized. Tho last? It was not now
tho tlmo to think of that. Allxo had
kissed him good-by- . That would moro
than do till tho fight was ovor. So ho
sped back to London, missing Pletro,
but hopoful and buoyant And In Lon-

don there was a letter for him from
Virginia.

"Dear Francois," Lucy began. "To
think that tho first letter sent to you
by Harry's wife should bo to tell you
that sho has betrayed your trust In
her. I am distressed boyond words,
for I havo made a mistake which may
mean distress to you. You remember
tho letter to Allxo which you trusted
to mo to send in case anything should
happen to you? I had it In my hand
tho week attor my wodding whon I had
gone upstairs to got other letters for
Europe which my father had command-
ed mo to send by tho next packet. And
in somo stupid unexplalnablo way I
slipped yours your precious letter
among them In placo of ono to my fa-

ther's agents in London, and I hur-
ried down and gave the parcel to Sam-
bo, who was waiting to ride to Nor-
folk with them. And then Harry and
I wont away on a vlBlt to Martin's
Brandon for three days, and it was
only when I came back that I discov-
ered tho dreadful mlstako I had mado.
Can you ovor forgive me? Harry and
I thought ovor every possibility of stop-
ping it, but there seemed to be no
chanco. Are you very angry with me,
dear friend of Harry's and of mino?"

Tho lotter wont on with reproaches
and regrets and Anally slipped into a
tale of a now happy llfo which Fran-col- s

had made possible for the two.
Ho read it ovor several times. HIb
letter to Allxo, which should havo been
sent only aftor his death, had gone to
her. What then? Sho would know
that ho loved her; that ho had loved
her always; that ho would lovo her
forover; that the ono wish of his life
had been that sho should lcjve himself

not Plotro. Ho had said that in tho
letter; that was all. Ho was glad that
she should know, though ho would
never have told her In llfo. It was
dono and ho would find out now If
Plotro Indoed cared for her, If she
cared for Pletro. And If not, then one
had waited long enough; then at last

the Joy of the thought choked him.
A knock carao at tho door of the

room In tho London lodging whero ho
sat with Lucy Hampton's lcttor beforo
him. Fritz Rickenbach stood thero;
his highness would liko to 'see the
chevalier. All personal thoughts were
locked swiftly Into tho drawer with
Lucy's letter and "tho prince's bright
shadow" went to tho prlnco.

CHAPTER XXX.

The Third Wish.
Gn tho day when Francois in Lon-

don road that letter of Lucy Hamp-
ton's which had awaited his" return
from France, a letter from Lucy
Hampton reached Allxe at tho chateau
of Vieques. Sho carried It to Plotro's
room where ho sat in a deep chair at a
window whiclj looked ovor Deles-monte-8

valloy and tho racing Choulto
river, and tho vlllago strung on tho
shores. His elbow on tho stone windo-

w-sill, his chin in his hand, he stared
at tho familiar picture.

Allxe, coming In without knocking
at tho open door, stepped across and
stood by htm, and ho did not lift his
head, his listless eyes did not .yet
shift their gaze from tho broad land- -

The Gray Eyes Met Hers.

scape. Allxo, looking down at tho
black head with its short curia set in
thick locks after tho manner of tho
curls of Praxiteles' Hormes was
startled to seo many bright linos of
gray through tho dark mass. Was ev-

erybody getting old? Francois with
tho broad band of white in his hall- -

aud now Plotro big llttlo Pletro, who
had come to them and loarnod to ride
Coq and played with them. Was Pletro
getting old and gray?

By ono of tho sudden Impulses char-
acteristic of her, her hand flow out
and rested on tho curled head as if to
protect it, motherly, from tho whiten-
ing of time.

And Plotro turned slowly and looked
up at her with oyes full of hopeless-
ness and adoration, Such a look he
had noyer beforo given hor; such a
look no ono could mlstako except a
woman who would not let herself un-

derstand.
"It to good to be up and at tho win-- '

dow, Isn't It?" Allxe epoicheprfull?,
aad her kaai left' Me h4 M ete
went eu in a my HuMimmm,imir
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In being out and about, and thon then
In h mlnuto you will bo well again."

"Oh, yes," Pletro answerod without
animation. "It will not bo long beforo
I am well."

"Look, Plotro;" Allxo hold out tho
paper in hor hand. "Such a queer let-

ter! From Virginia. From tho little
Lucy Hampton of whom Francois
talks. I don't understand it. Will you
let mo read It to you?"

"Surely," said Pletro, and waited
with his unsmiling eyes on hor faco.

"My doar mademoiselle," Allxo read.
"I am writing to beg your forgiveness,
as I havo begged that of the Chovallor
Beoupre, for the very great fault I
havo committed. Tho chovallor trust-
ed to mo a lotter for you which was to
havo been sont you only In caso of a
certain evont; by a carelessness which,
unmeant as it was, I shall nover for-

give myself, I gave It with othor let-

ters to our negro Sambo to bo posted
at onco. By now it may havo reached
you. I cannot tell it I havo made
trouble or not, but lb any caso, I can-

not rest without saying to you as
well as to tho Chevalier how sorry I
am. If you can find it in your heart
to forgivo mo, pi caso do so, dear
mademoiselle. That I Bhould havo
mado trouble for ono as dear to the
chevalier as you aro is a doop grief to
me. He has talked to mo of you. With
a very earnost prayer again for your
forgiveness I am, mademoiselle, yours
faithfully and sincerely. Lucy Hamp-
ton Hampton."

Pletro looked bewildered. "What Is
It about?" he askod.

"I wonder," and Allxo laughed and
frowned at tho paper In her hand. "It
seems Francois wrote mo a letter and
loft it with little' Mistress Hnmpton to
bo sent 'in case of a certain ovent'
What event? What a strango thing
fpr Francois to do 1 And then ho came
to us here and said nothing of mys-

terious letters left cooking In Vir-

ginia. I cannot mako It out, Pletro
can you?"

"Not I," said Plotro.
"Tho lotter of Francois has not

come; that Is certain; I wonder It the
nogro Sambo lost It."

"Probably," Plotro said. "It Bhould
havo come beforo this one, othorwlso."

"It is a riddle," Allxo docldod, "and
I nover guess them."' Thon, dropping
into a seat on tho wide window-sill- ,

"Plotro you aro letting yoursolf bo
depressed."

The gray eyes, met hers with some-
thing that seemed a wall of reserve in
their steady glance. "I think possibly
I miss having no exercise," he said.
"I will feel more natural when I can
got about."
. Allxe looked at him. "You aro eat-
ing your heart out to bo with Fran-cols,- "

sho said, and laid hor .hand on
hlB.

Pletro stared as It tho light touch
had shaken him; then slowly his largo
fingers twisted lightly around tho
small ones, and ho turned his face
again, holding her hand so, to the win-

dow nnd the view of the valloy and
tho river and the village A moment
they Bat bo, the girl's hand looeo in
the hollow of the man's; a slow red
crept into Allxe's faco; there was con-

fusion in hor brain. Sho had laid hor
hand on that of her brother; her broth-
er had taken It In bis and behold, by
a witchcraft it was all changed. This
delicato big grasp that held her was
not brotherly; through all her veins
suddenly sho know that; tho flush shot
up to hor eyes, to her forehead, and
she tried, with an attempt at an every-
day manner, to draw hor hand away..
But Pletro, his set pale face toward I

tho window, his eyes gazing out, held
ner nana, witn mai tno worm uau
reeled and was whirling past her.
Pletro bad caught both hor hands in a
tight grip and had drawn them against
him, was holding them there, was
looking at her with a faco which not
even sho, this tlmo, might mistake.

"Allxe," he said, "I know you don't
enre for mo. I know you lovo Fran-
cois. I did not mean ever to speak,
but when you put your hand on
mine "

Ho held her palms togother and
parted tho palms and kissed tho finge-

r-tips, first of one and thon of the
other, as it he kissed somothlng holy.

"I shall nover speak again, but thU
onco I will. I always loved jou ono
must. I know always that a slow si-

lent person liko mo would have no
chanco against a fellow liko Francois.
So I havo kept still, and it was hard. It
won't bo bo hard now that you know.
Aro you angry, Allxo?"

Allxo, with her head bent bo that
Pletro did not bco her face, with her
head bonding lower lower, suddenly
was on her knees by the chair and her
faco was on Piotro'B arm.

"Allxo," ho whispered, "what is it
what havo I dono?"

But tho brown waveB of hair with
tho bluo ribbon tied around them lay
motionless on his arm. And suddenly
a thought shook him.

"It cannot bo!" ho gasped.
And Allxo lifted hor face, and tho

exaggerated black lashes lifted, and
tho bluo glanco lifted and rested on
Pletro's black hair bent down where
the light shono on tho sllvor lines
through it Up flashed her hand im-

pulsively, gently as Allxo did things,
and touched tho thick lock with an In-

finitely doltcato caress. "Your hair
1b all turning gray," sho whlsporod in
two quick breathe, and at that in somo
occult faBhlon Plotro knew.

For moments they had no need of
that makeshift, language; tho great
house was very quiet, and ono heard
tho horses stamping in the paved
courtyard and thorooms singing, nnd
yot ono did not hear It. Distant Bounds
camo from the vlllago, but ono only
knew that long after, in romemberlng
that morning. All they knew was that
tho ghost of a lifelong affection of
brother and sister stood beforo them,
changed by a ralraclo to a shining
angol Into whoso faco, for theso ft rut
moments,, they dared not look, Thon
slowly, exquisitely, courage camo and,
hand closo In hand, thoy looked at
each other astpnlshed, glad. It was
Plotro and Allxe still, tho ancient play-follow- s,

tho childhood friends all tho
dear familiarity was tboro yot, but no
longor woro thoy brother and sister
And thon, aftor a while thoy began to
compare-- notes of things hidden.

"Wjuon did you bogln to liko mo
this way, Pletro ?"

"j; don't know," auswpred PJotro
BtupldJy. ''Does It make any differ- -

"EN '
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Allxo, howovor, returnod to tho
charge "Lost year?"

"Laet year what?" Plotro asked;
he had already forgotten thoqucst!on
"Oh that I began to mon dleu no.
Last yoarl Why, I think It was tho
day I camo and saw you riding Coq."

"Oh, Pletro if you will talk only
nonsensol" Allxo's voice was disap-
pointed. "But why, thon, didn't you
over say so boforo this? Wo aro both
a thousand years old now. It you
loved mo" she spoke tho word In a
lowor volce "why, thon, woro you as
qulot as a mouse about It all theso
years ?"

"I thought you cared for Francois,"
Pletro said simply. And added, "Didn't
you?"

Allxo considered. "I don't think
I over did, Pletro. Not really. I
thought I did perhaps. Ho dazzled me

Francois with his way of doing all
sorts of things brilliantly, and that
wonderful something about him makes
6vorybody lovo him. He believed In
his star; thoro was around him tho
romanco of tho emperor's prophocy
and tho romanco of tho career which
lu, wo believe, about to begin now;
thero was always a glamour about
Francois." l

"Yos," Pletro agreed-- "Tho glamour
of his courage, Allxo, of loyalty and

the qualities which mako
what people call his charm. Francois
is unllko tho rest of tho world, I o,

Allxo."
Pletro talked on, tho Bllent Pletro,

as if delivering a lecture. Ho had road
much and thought much; It was sol- -

- ,i I aej

Suddenly a Thought Shook Him.

dom ho spoko of tho speculations which
ofton filled his scholarly mind; today it
seemed easy to talk of everything. Joy
had set wldo all tho doors of his bo-ln- g.

Allxe opened hor oyes In aston-
ishment

"Pletro! You arc talking like a
book! But It Is true; somothlng of
that sort has como to me, too which
proves it to bo true. I havo folt al-

ways that Francois had notes in him
which nro not on our pianos." Plotro
smiled, looking at her.

"And yot, Allxo, you do not lovo
Francois, with all theso gifts and all
hlB power over hearts but only com-

monplace mo?"
Allxo straightened against his arm.

"Monsieur the Marquis Zappl, tho gen-

tleman I care for, Is not common-plnc- e.

I thank you not to say It," sho
ehot at him, and then, melting to n
sudden intensity, she put a hand on
each sido of his dark faco and spoko
earnestly. "Pletro, dear, llston. I bo-llo-

I always cared for you. When I
was little It hurt mo to havo Francois
forever tho one to do tho daring things.
Do you remember how I used to scold
at you becauso you would not fight
him?" Plotro smiled again. "Then ho
was captain of tho school and you only
a private, and I cried about that when
I was alone at night. And when you
wont off to Italy so quietly, with novor
a word said about tho danger, I did not
know that you were doing a fine deed

I thought it a commonplaco that you
should go back to your country, till
Francois opened my eyes."

"Francois?" Pletro asked.
"Yes. Tho clay beforo ho wont to

Join you wo woro riding together and
ho told mo what It meant to bo a
patriot in Italy undor tho Austrlans.
That day I realized how unbearable It
would bo if anything happened to you.
But I thought I cared for Francois; If
ho had spoken that day I should have
told him that I cared for him. But ho
did not; ho went and was In prison
flvo years."

"And all that tlmo I bolloved you
loved him, and wero mourning for
him," Plotro said gently.

"I half believed It too." Allxo an-

swered. "Yot all tho tlmo I was
Jealous for you, Pletro, for It was still
Francois who was tho horo not you.
Then when thero camo a question of
his rescuo I was mad with (he desire
to havo you do it and you did It"

Her voice dropped. She laid her
hand against his shoulder and spoko,
in a quick cautious way.

"But all that Is Immaterial. I Just
love you that's the point" A mo-

ment later she spoko again. "I want
to finish tolling you and thon wo need
novor apeak of it again. I did think
you woro commonplaco. And yet I
know In my heart you wero not, for
I resented your seeming so. So I
urged you into danger. I wanted you
to bo a hero. I had that echo of a
schoolgirl's romance about Francois
in my mind, and I clung, all along, to
tho Idea that I lovod him and that per-

haps he secretly loved mo but would
not say It becauso ho was poor and a
peasant; that ho was waiting till his
future was made. Then, ono day, only
tho othor day, ho told mo that ho bad
uskod throo wishes of llfo 'of the
good fairies' ho said. Ono was to make
Prlnco Louis Emperor, ono was to bo
Marshal of Franco; tho third" sho
stopped.

"What?" Plotro demanded, his
mouth a bit rigid.

Allxo flushed and smiled and took
Pletro's big hand and covered hor eyes
with It "That I Bhould lovo you,
Monsieur. Ho said ho had wished that
all hla llfo."

"May heaven grant him his wish,"
Bald Plotro forvently, and then, reflect-
ing, "It Booms a strango wish for Fran-col- s.

You aro sure, Allxo?"
"Yos, ho said so," Allxo Insisted.

"Our dear Francois," php wont on soft-

ly, and tho bluo Intensity of her eyes
grew mUty. "Dear Francois," ahe re-

peated, "it la only he who couIdUave
fe tlsoe thne wlafeea... Tk alagle
ui' ifcfli Tira tor UeuMlf vf hbt M--f

entiee he cared for It hlmaolf, but be-
causo It was the Emperor's prophecy."

"I always thought," Plotro spoko
slowly, "that it waa not lndood for
hlmaolf that ho wished to bo a Mar-
shal some day, but becauso It might
make him, In a manner, your oqual.
It was for you."

"For me!" Allxo was astonished. "I
novor thought of that I think you
thought of it, Piotro, only bocnuso you

cared for 4no and thought Fran-col- s

must caro also."
"Yos, I thought ho cared," Pletro

considered. "I can not bellovo other-
wise yot" '

"You may bollove it" Allxo was
Arm. "For ho said that what ho had
wished always was that I should love
you. I did it mostly to plcaso Fran-
cois," sho added ecronely.

And Pletro's responso to that was
apt, but not to bo given here. The
minds of theso two happy lovers wore
full of that third who had been bo
closo always, to each of thorn.

"Pletro," Allxo spoko earnestly, com-
ing back to tho same subject, "you
know that I lovo Francois of course.
But you do not know In what way.
I lovo him as If he wero ono of the
aalnts but also as If ho woro a help-lee- s

llttlo child. Yet not Plotro as
If ho wore tho man I lovo. I would
glvo my llfo for him In a rush of do-lig-

It ho needed It But I know now,
whatever wero my vague dreams In
past years, that It Is not In Francois
to caro tor a woman as a human man."

"I am not bo sure," said Piotro, and
shook his head.

"You know I am not abusing our
Francois," Allxo protested. "Why,
Plotro, njy father believes, and I be-
lieve, that if affairs should so happen
that ho has his opportunity ho may
yet bo ono of tho great characters In
history. My fathor says he Is mado
up of inspirations, Illuminations and
limitations."

"Yes," said Pletro thoughtfully. "Ho
has tho faults of brilliancy and fear-
lessness. Ho Judges too rapidly. It
he were afraid ovor If he saw the
other sido of a question over, his Judg-
ment would be safer. It may well hap-
pen that ho will bo ono of the great
men of Europe; It may also happen
that by somo single act of mismanage-
ment ho will throw away hla career
or his life. Qod keep him safe!" Ple-
tro said simply.

And Allxo echoed It "God keep him
safo!". And then, "I am going to write
him, Pletro about ub. My fathor
knows whero to reach him at Bou-

logne I am going to say Just n word
that what ho has wished for all his
llfo is true. It will got to him the
night boforo tho battle."

"Aro you sure you aro right, Allxo?"
Pletro asked doubtfully.

"Sure," sold Allxo buoyantly.
"Glvo him my love, then," said

CHAPTER XXXI.

The Night Before.
Out In tho dark, in the harbor of

Boulogne, tho ship Edinburgh Castle
lay rocking in tho wind. Princo Louie
Bonaparte, who had chartered her, and
tho handful of his followers who had
sailed with him on hor from England
had disembarked quietly at twilight,
and in small companies had succeeded
In entering tho town and the quarters
of tho officers who woro, In France,
tHo nucleus nnd the hopo of thoir at-

tempt. In tho rooms of Lieutenant
Aladenize, tho host of the Princo, a
short council had been held to go over
once moro tho plans which had been
discussed and Bottled by letter for
weeks already. Tho work was care-
fully arranged; thero wns almost noth-
ing to be changed, and the little com-
pany of men who were trying so large
a fate, scattered, with gravo faces,
with quiet good nights to tho Prince
who might tomorrow bo their Em-
peror, to the Prlnco for whoso sake
they might tomorrow night bo any or
all ruined men or dead men.

Ho sat erect and listened. Tholln
was brushing clothes with energy In
the bedroom, and through another door
there camo a light sound of a paper
turned, of a gay song sung softly. And
a glow suddenly warmed tho Prince's
heart; horo was some ono who had
known his mother, who had been, in-

deed, for a fow days hor son; hero
was somo ono who cared for him, he
bolloved it, with a g

flame of devotion. Since tho man's
arrival from Virginia six weeks before,
to have him near himself had been a
pleasuro to Louis Bonaparto; ho
seemed to bring back the freshness
of his early days, of tho young confi-
dence when his star shone for him,
distant perhaps, but undlmmod by tho

ART , OF TREE SCULPTURE

Old English Custom That Called for
the Cutting of Fantastic

Shapes.

Very many years ago It was tho
faahlon of England and on tho con-

tinent to havo great gardens of ever-

green treea trimmed and clipped Into
curious and fantaatlo shapes. To such
an extent did tho craze dovolop that
theBO gardens woro filled with crouch-

ing lions, pigs and even hens and
chickens, all laboriously sculptured
from living greon and kept In trim
by constant ubo of tho knlfo and tho
shears.

A fow ot theso gardens woro es-

tablished In this country und ono still
remnlns ,ln perfect condition. ,lt Is
located on tho famous Hunuowell es-

tate at Wellosloy, Mass., and Is vis-

ited by people from all ovor tho
world. Tho garden Is on tho sido ot
a terraced hill dropping away to a
beautiful llttlo lake.

Evergreens of mnny kinds nro to bo
found thero nnd each aummor a forco
of workmen with long ladders care-
fully pruno and trim tho branches in
ordor to preservo tho strango shapes
which havo boon dovoloped with tho
utmost patience Popular Eloctrlolty.

Use 30.000,000 Boxen.
Cigar boxes aro a negl!glbl6 quan-- ,

tltv' to tho average smoker.' tut how
May ver std te thlak of the

black clouds which drove not across
it. He was a bit superstitious about
Francois aa well, with an ldoa, which
ho spoko to no one, that a pivotal In-

terest of hla career res tod In tho mod-
est figure.

Ho roso, this night In Boulogne, as
tho paper rustled and tho llttlo Fronch
provincial chanson Bounded from tho
room whero FrancolB Beaupro, now
his secretary, had boon Installed, and
stepped to tho closed door.

"Do tous coto's Ton que Jo buIb
bote."

Francois Bang softly. The Prlnco
smiled. As he opened tho door tho
singing stopped; tho young man
sprang respectfully to hla feet, a let-

ter grasped In hla hand, nnd stood
waiting.

"Sire!" ho said.
Prlnco Louis flung out his hand with

a gesturo of Impulslvoness strange to
his controlled manner, yet not out of
drawing to those who knew him well.
"Ah, Francola," ho crlod. "Lot the
titles go for tonight. Say, 'Louis,' as
on that day when we first saw each
other; whon tho four children played
together In tho old chateau ruins. And
Francois smiled hla radiant exquisite
smllo and answered quietly. "But yes,
my brother Louis." And wont on, "I
bellovo I shall not sleep tonight, Louis.
I believe I am too happy to sleep."

Ab ono reads a novel for relaxation
in the strain of a critical business af-

fair, Prince Louis caught at tho dis-

traction of this aldo issue. Tho next
morning was planned to tho last ao-tal- l;

thero was nothing to do till day-

light, yet ho could not sleep at pres-
ent Here was a romance of some
sort Ho snnk back on tho cushions
of tho coach of Lloutenant Aladonlze',
smoking room and put his feet up lux-

uriously, and slowly lightod a cigar
of Havana.

"Tell me," ho ordered, and tho gon-lione-

of appeal wns In tho ordor.
"Sire" tho young man began and

corrected himself. "Louis," ho said.
Tho Prince smiled dimly. "Since our
landing I havo known that a wonder-
ful thing has hnppenod to me. It Is"
he spoko lower "It Is the lovo of the
woman who Is to mo tho only ono In
the world."

"I congratulate you, mon ami," Louis
said gently. "Is It by any chanco the
delightful llttlo Mademotsello Allxo of
tho old chateau?"

Beaupro turned scarlet Ho was a
marvolous man, this Prince Louis.
How had he guessed? "She loves me

I have here a letter in which sho
tolls mo that she lovoa mo. Will hla
Highness read It?" With an lmpetu-ou- b

stop forward ho held tho paper
toward Louis Napoleon.

"I thank you," tho Prlnco said grave-
ly. Ho road:

"Francois, what you havo wished aJJ

your llfo Is true. The good fairies
havo granted one of your wishes be-
fore tho battle. That thoy will givft
you tho othor two on tho day of the
battlo Is tho belief of your

"ALIXE."
And bolow was written hurriedly,

"Pletro sends hla love."
Tho Prlnco gave back tho letter with

a respectful hand; then looked at
Francois Inquiringly. '"What you
havo wished all your life,' mon ami?"
Francois laughed happily. "Ono must
explain, If It will not tiro his High-ness.- "

And ho told. In a fow worde,
of that day when his self-restrai- had
given way and how, when his guard
was down, and ho was on tho point of
telling his lifelong secret lovo, some
spirit of perversity but Francois did
not know It was an angel had caught
Allxe, and she had accused him of
wishing nlwas that sho might lovo
Pletro. And how, meshed In that same
net of hurt recklessness, he had an-

swered In her own manner "Yes," he
had said, 'it was that which had been
the wish of hla llfo that Alixo might
lovo Plotro!" And Francois laughed
gaily, telling tho simple entanglement
to the Prince, tho night beforo the
battle. "Ono sees how sho Is quick
and clear-sighte- my Allxo," ho said.
"For she know well even then It wa3
not that I wished." He stoppod, for
in tho quiet contained look of the
listener an Intangible something struck
a chill to his delicately-polBe- d sensi-
tiveness. "What is it, Louis?" ho cried
out. "You do not think I mistake her

mistake Alixo!"
(TO BE CONTINUKD.)

Philosopher's Purpose.
"I am looking for an honest man,"

said Diogenes.
"What do you want with ono?"
"Oh, nothing In particular. My roal

pllhanthroplc purpose is to show tho
world how to conduct a long and

Investigation with as llttlo ex-

pense as possible."

number used each year or where thoy
como from? Thirty .million Is tho total
BUppllcd to the manufacturers ot the
seductive weed each year. Tho bost
boxes como from Cuba and aro known
as Spanish codar.

After tho wnr with Spain tho supply
ot this wood was greatly diminished
and ita price raised, so that for a
tlmo cigar dealers wero obliged to fine"
a substitute for this kind ot cedar.

Various woods were tried, but trou-
ble was found in selling theso boxes,
becauso connoisseurs insisted that a
flno cigar was spollod by putting It In
any but a box made of Spanish dedar.
This wood always retains tho flavor
of a good cigar. Indeed, nomo persons
assert that it Improves tho flavor. Tho
reason given la that It grows in the
samo localities.

As She la Spoke on Clyde.
Tho best English is Said to be

spoken In Scotland but not on the
Clyde!

A Londoner, Just returned from
Scotland, sends a Dally Chronlclo cor-
respondent this example ot Firth ot
Clyde languago: "Poo-pa-po-

gaur-pa-poo- ." Tho strango sounds
aro supposed to bo uttored by a wee
Macgreegor in a rowing-boa- t with hla
parents; and tho Interpretation is,
"Pull, pa, pull; oh. ma, now, gaur
(mako) pa pull." ,

Tho Chlncso-llk- o exhortation la a,

good companion for 'Flaflaflnrry"
which ta sound Glasgow fr "Felcw
fell off, ft'tory,"

f,lA J.H .. U

1S &!,! ft :vvtv

Saw Something, at Least
Two llttlo English children had run

away from homo, drawn by the irre-
sistible attractions of a circus. "Ob,
Mary, como horo I" cried one, lying on
tho ground and raising tho bottom of
tho largo tont, "I seo the 'orsos' 'oofs."

Tho Dollnoator.

Red Cross Ball Blue makes the laundreie
happy, makes clothes whiter than snow.
All good grocers. Adv.

Somo people can't stand prosperity.
Fortunately, they don't havo to try
very long.

MRS. WILLIAMS'

LONG SICKNESS

Yields To Lydia E. Pink-ham- 's

Vegetable
Compound.

Elkhart, Ind.: "I suffered for four-
teen years from organic inflammation.

female weakness,
pain and irregulari-
ties. Tho pains In
my sides wero In-

creased by walking
or standing on my
feet and I had such
awful bearing down
feelings, was de-

pressed in spirits
and became thin and
polo with dull,heavy
eyes. I had six doc

tors from whom I received only tempo-
rary relief. I decided to give Lydia E.
Pinkhnm's Vegetable Compound a fair
trial and also tho Sanntivo Wash. I havo
now used tho remedies for four months
end cannot express my thanks for what
they havo dona for me.

" If theso lines will bo of any benefit
you havo my permission to publish
them." Mrs. Sadie Williams 455
James Street, Elkhart, Indiana.

Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
pound, made from native roots and herbs,
contains no narcotic or harmful drugs,
end to-da- y holds tho record of being the
most successful remedy for femalo Ills
wo know of, and thousands of voluntary
testimonials on file in tho Pinkham
laboratory at Lynn, Mass., seem ta
prove this fact

If you havo tho slightest doubt
that Lydia E. Pinkhnm's Vegeta-
ble Compound will help you,-vrlt-

to Lydia E.Pinklinm Medicine Co.
(confidential) Lynn.lWnss., for ad-
vice. Your letter will bo opened,
read and answered by a woman,
and hold in strict confidence.

You Can't Cut Out
A. DOO SrAYIN.r UFF or TIIOKOCGIIPIN,

bat

will clean tliem off permanently,
and you work the hone tame time.
Docs not blister or remove the
hair. $2.00 per bottle, delivered.
Will tell you more if you' write.
Book 4 K free. ABSORBING JR.,
the antiseptic linimein for mankind,
reduces Varicose Veins, Ruptured
Muicln or Llrimcnti. EnUfreJ CUndi. Coit--

Wcdi, Critk Alltri iln qulcklf. Price tt.00 anil K 00
I txxile at dnictliu " ddlicrcd. Manuftctufcd coir bf
rV.F.YOUNG. P. D. F., 310 Tempts St , Sprlnofleld. Uuu

EGIN NOW
If you have not decided upon what

Spring Medicine
to take, try

By arousing the liver
They cleanse the system of accumulated
Impurities and

PURIFY THE BLOOD

L wJLx0
SHOES

Men' 32.ua S2.DO S3 CO,fki w.S3SOS4&S4lO, i rz . a '

Women's UJS&U
Mlsaei, Boys, Children
$1.50 SI.7S S2 S2.SO S3 I liSRfs? l

BtoM Bw.Ia.1. tn
18701 n IM

0il miliar !

i.aa.io.M, i JHSaV
iO.e0iMa'

In Ik. MtM,

1,006,270
INCRCABI tEf ia.
S.ailu asm U lilt Tr lilt.
Tula la tha raaaon wa alva ou the
amo valuta for S3 00, 13 bt), (4.00
ana stou Domuns'inaus wa

v Li tSk. enormou incrtaM in ids ccn oi
leainar. uur auoaaraa nava
not twen lowered and lb prlco
to tou rem&ioa im nus,

Aak your dealer to allow voo
JraKre.-- t&t kind ol W. L. Doui Ua aboea b

a aaiiina isr 3 oo. u za, t ijaoa
tt-A- You will Uea be convinced

that W ahora an abac
lutdj aa cooduotber nuUea aold al
tufotrpnoe. i ut awjaiuatnc

a too pnea.
TAKE NO SUBSTITUTE.

Kent (ramltt wtlfcnt W. X. DttiUi' aaaWi! X rHt
dom h ( iot mi in jw Ticroiij. vrotr
airetmmneiof7, Boiio.rtMr7iniBMr
or in nnur ti n price poti it.it ni ior iiiumiN ceiaiog imwii w

t order by mll. W, L. DOUQLAf,
110 apfcrk Itmt. BrocfcUa. UiM.

iQvAaaificetl
" -- s - i 'r
mmMLropsina

" " aialUmil ii'aaBTnraau nil Dana or tng lTnvlnrM nf
Manitoba, Saskatchewan and
Alberta, have Produced won
derful yields of Wheal. Oat.

Barter and Flax. Wheat sradetl
'from Contract to No. 1 Hard.

welshed heavy and yielded from 20
to 49 buehela Per acre; 22 bushels was
about the total avetace. Mixed Farm I

Ina may be considered fully as crofit--
V, able an industry as craln raisins. Tha 1

v excellent Brasses full of nutrition, are '
T. the only food required either for beef

or dairy purposes. In 191 and again In
1913. at Chicago. Manitoba carried olf i

the Champlon.hlp for beef atetr. Good
schools, markets convenient, climate ex.
cellent. For the homesteader, the man
who wishes to farm extensively, or the
investor, Canada offers the biggest op
portututy oi any place on tne ecntrae&t.

Apply for descriptive literature and
I reduced railway rates to

Superintendent of
Immigration.

Ottawa, Canada, or to

W.8.NETHERY
Interurban Bids;.
Oolumbuo, Ohio

Canadian
I Government Agent
A IT ft A manufacturerot popular babilMwt I IS Ruaremeed hoalory wants foe!raW U ID I V repreaenUUveitoselldlrectfroa

'! mill ta tho borne, Uuxraaleed from one pa.li no,
V7eaUnhaveaeomletallneotoekwearUooaprot
lu. eiolualT. terrl to rr. Write rorcauloitanatiriax.
rtrSMUM k.WU.l SHHi, ISU K. WllltM ek, itllfcUIH-'- (
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